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vate dancing lessons. I didn't distinguish myself at the piano, at the
violin, or at dancing.
I hardly knew how to behave among my contemporaries. I was
shy and terribly afraid of boys. When I was in the fourth or fifth
grade a boy tried to kiss me. I told my mother and what she said
about the entire male sex frightened me; when I think about that
conversation now it still makes me feel shivery and cold. But when
I met Clark I realized here was a boy who respected girls. Ex-
cept for Clark I would have had a thin time as a teen-ager. Every-
body was crazy about him. I was invited to parties only because he
and I were going steady.
I never gave any parties. My family had a large, nicely furnished
apartment, but we lived in a poor section. I wasn't supposed to be
friendly with anybody on our street I wasn't permitted to join most
of the clubs, attend the school picnics and such. For a short time, I
was allowed to be a Girl Scout Whenever there was a Saturday
afternoon meeting and my mother was around, she would tell me I
was the largest girl in the group and the loudest girl, too; that in
the hub-bub she could always hear me shouting and yelling. I won-
der . . . maybe the loudest ones are the loneliest.
I was the first girl in junior high school to be treated to a beauty-
shop permanent wave. My hair has always been straight as a stick
and the wave didn't take well. I was dressed in prettier, more ex-
pensive things than any of my schoolmates, but even fa those days I
was too fat I began going on diets when I was ten years oW, right
along with Mother and Aunt Ida. Even so I was always the tallest,
heaviest girl in my class at school. I hated my size but I hated diet-
ing too.
I was a scholastic disappointment to my parents. I barely made
college. When Clark went away to the Navy, my parents sent me to
the state university in the hope I would break with him perma-
nently. For several months I wore the fraternity pin of a college
man, and my mother was in seventh heaven. But then somebody
wrote Clark, and he got a furlough and flew back. When I saw him

